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PREFACE, 



I 



THE difficulty of obtaining access to the stage is 
one of the principal reasons which lead to the pub- 
lication of the following drama. They only who 
have written for the theatre, and been subject to 
the despotism of theatrical monarchs, can form any 
adequate idea of an author's miseries. He toils in 
poverty, to be rewarded by neglect and insult; he 
sows, that others may reap: for the insulting des- 
|>ot, who refuses his price with scorn, too frequently 
purloins for his private advantage the most material 
incidents of his drama. Such, in part at least, has 
been iny course. I have written; found my piece 
not only accepted, but accepted with enthusiasm.^, 
three months rolled away, and the same drama was 
returned upon my hands*. So much for the honour 

* I do not allude to this piece: it was more fortunate, in being 
presented to Mr. Arnold, who behaved with the candour and libe^^ 
rality of a gentleman. 
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^l PREFACE. 

and integrity of Messrs. Harris, Fawcet, Farley, and 
Reynolds*. ' 

Another/ and no less fnaterial reason for making 
this appeal to the public is, the hope of tiifling 
emolument from the sale of this work. If the hope 
fail, it is but adding one more page to my story of 
poverty, disappointment, imprisonment, and neglect 

I have fglt all, and doqbt if much more can be 

added. I have found that no tie of relationship is 

.sacred I have found that a son or brother may rot 

in a jail, and solicit aid in a state of anguish that 
borders upon madness, and yet may coldly be re-- 
pulsed. But the ear of wealth, even in a father, is 
deaf; and, though /might perchance hear the sound . 
of their chariots as they rolled by the prison walls, 
they could not catch the voice of complaint that 
was breathed from within. 

" Durch welchen Missverstand hat dieser Fremdling 

Zu Menschen sich vcrirrt? 

Sein Aug 'ist trocken, ihn gebar kein Weibf. 

The character of Philip once in happier days ap* 
peared to me a creation of the fancy; but, alas! I 

* It is right that the public should understand that this junto is 
tlie manager of Covent Garden Theatre, 
f Don Karlos— Zweyter Akt. 
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have found myself too craelly mistaken: ^* Le 

coenr humain est impenetrable^, et sa malice est un 

abime^ qui n*a point de fond qui pourra le con- 

noitre*?** Enough of this -^ the story is for ano- 
ther time and place^ better csdculated for its inser- 
tion-f*. 



* Le Comte de Gabalis, on entretiens sur les sciences secretes*, 
t Vide at the end of this work, notice of a Satire to be published 
e^u'ly in October, when htit* r« vctvra nrimtts* , . 



2 THB PEASANT OF LUCSRN. Act !• 

play at bopeep the whole of the morning amongst the 
clouds, he caH have no occasion for such an early nap..^ 
What's to be done? It grows horribly dark, and[that| ill* 
o-r lodcingJ[cut-throat forest, stands between me and home^like 
the law between a rich roan's pocket and a poor man's long-. 

ing. It must be passed, however I think I am not afraid; 

but somehow I feel cold, and the road looks so dark. It is ^ 
a hundred to one against my passing through it safely; for 
thieves harbour as naturaHy ir\ tfiese places, as mice in a 
barn, or courtiers in a city. Something seems to whisper in 
njy ear, '^. Go back, good Schwitzer; trust not thy sweet life 
to the perils of that forest.' Crows, too, flew to the left of 
me not half an hour ago; and, now I remember, last night a 
coffin bounced upon me from the fire. ' 

[lAghtning in the distance ^followed by thunder. 
Oh, here's a delightful storm comii^g. The clpuds post a- 
long full speed, as if they were afraid I should run away from 
them. Don't be in such a hurry, gentlemen; for I shall not ^^ 
stir a step tlm night, that's positive. It will be more com- 
fortable to die peaceably of' cold and fever, than to have an 
ugly piece of steel thrust into my stomach — I protest the 
very thought of it makes the hajur feel like wire upon mjf 

head Eh ! what's that ? The foresters going home. Thank 

thy stars, Schwitzer, for this good luck.».thank thy stars, 
though they do riot condescend to shine upon thee. 

Chorus of Foresters, as thet/.4^sfiend the imuntams. 

Hark« the waking owlet sings ! 
And >lie teipi^est-shrqud^d sight. 

As it creeps in drony flight, -^ 

., \ Winnows darkoess from his frings-*- 

Home! nome by the glow-woroi'i light* 
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ScHwiTzsa. 
Bless your sweet voices^ how merrily yoa sing in this dark 
night! 

PlEDRICH. 

Ah^ master Schwitzerj what makes you so far from the 
castle at this time of night ? 

* 

SCBWITZBR. 

Love and fear the one brought me to see tlie miller's 

daughter, and the other will not let me go hack again. I 
admire how all of you trip it so much at your ease; talking 
and singing as if you were on the clear high road. ^~^ 

DiBDRICH. 

Why we are too many to fear danger : though if my fellow 
foresters speak the truth, there is something horrible about 
to happen. 

SCHWITZBR. 

No, pray don't say so. 

DiBDRICH. 

They have returned home late, as they say, these two last 
nights 

2d FORBSTBR. 

About this hour — 

■ , 

ScHwrrzBR. 
Well! 

DiBDRICH. 

Each night unnatural darkness gathered round; 
The wind, as now, blew roughly; ^rom the earth ^ 

A chilling vapour rose, no night-born fog, ^ ^, ^ 

Damp as the reekings of a new-made grave. 
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ScHWlTZBIt. 

ilcsn me', I feel it now ! 

The thmiikr^s toU 

^ * ^ I/' Peal'd heavily along the waste of air^ 
' Not loud but frequent. 



> •* 



ScH'vrrrzBB. ^ 

Let'us thenaM^y, ' 
I like such istories best trhen snug at home^ 
When I can have the credft of beRefy . ' 
Without the sad necessity of feeling. y^ 

• DtBdBICtt. • ' 

• • • 

But wc^*ate tvaitfng this third iiight's experience ;. 

For 'tis familiar in the tales of age, 

That still when murder 'wais about to strike 

Within the gloomy circle of this forest, . . 

The spirit of him whose blood last dew'd it& soil. 

Thrice on the ruffled wa^rs of the' lake < /^'^ ' * '^ 

W&nts at tliit tetrr wfaieh parts the night from tlay^ y ^ 

*Tis near upon the time. 

SCHWITZER. ' • 

Here's choice of ills ! 
Thieves in the forest ! sphits'oii 'the water! ^^ 

Nay, as I am a sinner, I believe «^'-*^. • 

If I had wings, and travell'ti In the air. 
Some danger would be fbuod of size softl'ciebt ' - • 

For me to stumble on, and bredc my neck# ' ^'^ 



Li- 



■ft -r 
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Tarry awhile, and one of our conpanioiw . . 

$haU be Ihie associAte of your joiv^Bey hone* ^tt^ry^ 

So be of eheef ; for once approve your spirit. / ^ 4^^^ . 

SCHWITZER. 

When I am dead my spirit wiU appear; 
And time enough too. What has mortal matt^ 
Mere flesh and blood, to do with things like these? f ^ 

\A sofi wild nnisic is heard in the air. 



*r»i 
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Bridle thy tongue. Hark ! 
\ ' 

2d Forester. 

^Tis the aelfsame alraiai^ 
That, in unearthly breathings, twice before 
Gave admonition of the spirit's coming, i " " -^ 

ScHWITZBR. 

Let me begone! 

i.DlEOBICH. 

Here's no one keeps you back* / 

It is your fear that ties your feet from moving. 

ScHWITZRff. 

I'm not afraid I'll take my way alone; 

And if the robbers kill me 'tis np matter, 

I shall not feel it now. . [Goes out. /o<f 

A blue flame rises on the lake. 

VojK^Bs from behw the waier. 
Woe! woe! woe! 
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2d FbftBSTBE* 

It comes. 
[The spirit appears on the surface of the water* 
After a while a v&pmir gathers rtnmd it, and 
the storm becomes more violent, 

DiBDEICH. • 

It is most wonderful. 

2d FORBSTEE. 

Let us away. 

In this we tempt Heaven's wratb. 

» 

PlEBRICH. 

I know not how. 
But I begin to waver in my faith. 
And could almost believe that Heaven sometimes 
Sends these prodigious tokens of its will. 
And forces nature from her wonted course,^ ^ ^^ 

That man may learn to tremble and obey* 

[A shot is heard from without^ 
Ha! some traveller periled in the wild! 
Quick to bis rescue. 

ft 

ScHwrrzER without, on the opposite side. 

Help! 

2d FOEESTER. 

'Tis Schwitzer's voice. 

DiBDEICH. 

T^he gun*s report was echo*d from yon rock. 
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SCHWITZBR without. 

Help! help! 

BiBBRICB. 

By heavens yOQ*re right 'tis he. 

Speedy or the danger's quicker than our aid* 

Emt DiEBRicH and Foresters. 



Enter Carlshsim^ leading the Savoyard, During this 
foil/owing part ef the, scene the tvaters of the lake are 
graduaUy rising above their banksm 

Carlsheim. 
Tbeball went faithful to i«s; mark; and well ^ ^^^ 

For us it did. VThat lank thin-bellied wolf ^-^ 

Had mark'd us for his supper. But we must on^ 
To seek some place of refuge for the night; 
It cannot be this forest hojds no cottage. t ^ '* '^' 



<.• 



Savoyard. 
My limbs are faint.— my very soul is sick ! 
I can no farther. 

Carlshbim. 
What ! faint-hearted boy ! 
That must not be up up, for shame. 

Savoyard. 

In vain. 
This IS my bed of rest. '^Though hard the rock, '^^' 

To weariness 'tis soft.' /j^ 
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CAmLSHJUV* 

Why, foolish boy. 
This is high festival with wolves and bears : 
You'll find tbeir iltomachd but indiff^eat lodjj^ng. 

Savoyard. 

Leave me to brave that peril. 

CARliSHBItt* 

I tell you <io. 
Forward you must: and see,\the storjn^tots'd flood o- 
Is leaping o'er its banks.^ Delay is death: 
Come lean upon my arm} thy manhood's green. 

l^urriedmu^. 7%e w^er pmta over Us.bMkSi, 
CAkx^umufarceaqjfthe Smtn/ardU 






SCENE U. 

The interior of a cfritage. 

Bernstoff enters f disguised as a peasant^ foUowed 

by Grim* 

Grim. 
Tis a brave night for such a deed ! but faith 
The reasons of the act go far beyond me. 
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Is it so strange that man should hate his fellow ? 
And hatiog should dtstfoy him} 

Geim* 

No, by my troth. 

That's natural enough but yet ^is strange 

To hate, unknowing him you hate. And then 

The means are so perplexed with wiles and turns .. 

^Tis as I should thread the mazes of this forest. 

When my need leads to travel through its length. . y^ 

I do not like such circumstance. 

« 

BSRNSTOFF. ^ 

Indeed! 

Grw. 
Howei^er, tis not a point for me to question : 
Tve done as you desired. Blind by your gold. 
The guide will lose this Carlsheim in the wood: . 
No house is near, so hither he must come : 
Or let the damp earth cradle him.— This light 

^Placing a lamp in the windotv. 
Will be the beacon of his way,,* to death ! 

Bernstoff. 
'Tis as it should be. And now 'tis fit you know 
The full intent of this night's enterprise; , 
That should aught fall to ba£9ie my design. 
You may the better be prepared to meet it. 



la 



# Grim. 

The time is near. 
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BERNSTOVIf. 

Few words will tell my tale« 
In idle mood^ 'tis now some six BK)Dth» siobe^ 
I Sftw and lov'd the sister of this Carlsheim : 
She yielded, half unwoo'd, as flowers yield 
To the first blusldngs of the morning sun. 
And ope their night-clos'd blossoms to bis brightnesSi, 
Soon weary of the luscioas easy prize^ ^^ 

I left the maid to dream of Joys gone by. 
Mad with the sting of disappointed hppe^ . A^ 

Ml 

She took the wisest remedy for ^rief-— V 

She died. 

Grim^ 
Died! 

Bernstoft. 
By her own hand. And well for neie 
IKd all end there — but much I fear this Carlsheim. * 

• Grim. 
Tls be fears yoq-r-be sure: brave men's revenge 
Is not so slow of travel. Six months ! A life ! 

Beri^stoff. 
Seas roird between us^ a long weary waste; 4^ 

And though the will^ soal-born^ be swift as time^^ ^ 

Performance lags, incumbered with the ills 
That flesh is heir to. 



His errand. hither. 



Grim. 
But as yet you know not 
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Bbrhstovf, 

' There is do room for doubt 

> 

Id his Hfe lives this peril .^should be breatlie^ 

As is most likely, io my brother's ear^ 

The stoiy of his wrongs, farewel for ever 

My ambition's hopes. As yet I'm near him-^^ ^ ^^ 

I^ijl cheated choice elects me for his heir« ; .../j 

TISs would blast all* 

Grim, 
The coDDt is but a man. 

He's becD aD age id dying a dull age. 

And looks as be had stolen froaa bis grav^^ _^^ 

Bbbnstofv. 

\Thc wither'd kaf must fall before the wiud ^ 

Which Autumn breathes, without our helping hand*^ 
No more of him. Should this night's purpose fail. 
Inquiry will be baffled by my habit. ^ 

Now to the castle ...keep a constant watch; ^ 

And should that puny boy return -p^ 

6him. V 

Enough — 
I^ve him to me. 

Bernstoff, 
He must not see bis father^ 

Grim. 

I understand. Till morning's break, farewel. ^^. 

\Eaii Grim. 
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Bj this blow tUft secure J- [M9 hat m kour^ 

Andi I shall plaiM my safety Oft 4 Foek ' 

So firuily rooted, that tbe^ fttfo^m^-' of '{i/t» * 

C^iK>t overthrow its ddieply-^lkiil fMDiiatf^ 

' ^ ' {Thufulier atui Hgitniuff^ 
Tbe tempest roars in all it9 m^blineto^ ^^ 

As if the heavens favour'd my intent. 

And wink'd on it in darkness ^Why should they not? 

The law of nature justifies the* deed ; . . 

The timid stag wiMf b^ tjte feUfi^tog hound ; A-*-^ 
Tlic worm will turn, ifefoogb infioeeflt of harr% * 'V 
To sting the foot th&t tte&iacett itself* - ' 

[j4 knocking is heard at the €bon 
Batk! some one knocks.^ thl^ tftiff must be my victim.^ 



I. 



•*. f 



' ':.. 1 ', I .t • . 

Enter CAVtutmttiyhetdihg the Sctocyctrd^ nfho starts npai% 
seeing Bbbnstoff,, and dfatus his hat over his face* 

My worthy friend, your frankness speak^ our welcome— 

1 fear'd the doubtful latenes^ of fhe time 

Would wake distrust^ ^od ^lose the door against us. ^ 

Bbrnstoff. 

Fear flies the humble shelter of the cottage. 

Sit down, sit down, Vtn grateful to the chance 
That leads you hither. 

Carlshbi&i. 

It was a strange one» 



Madness, I think, o* the sudden stang my guide.-. ^^'^ " ^ 

He fled, I know not whjj ^^it i^ qpeed ' 

Were his Ufe>,»pBOfl», .., ., ,,,..-.. ^ . ;.;; , ^ .,\'\ 

t - .J ' 

And yet the pMfi^ire4>l«tli9ftflt|iJi|plJ9KJ»ffifl.;; • .h ^!.. rf 

A space for doubt. They could not err, who said 4» 

He went without compMiiWjflHrjrtt^ndai^ 

-. :. .. I'-'^r ' . J •'■: , / 

Come, my good Uost^ <w^ Hong Iii^;piii8le your wxae. <^- '^' jv 

My little Savoyard is faJrifc^rfjpJnC,; : ! ,v! ,. ; ;•. I' 

Aad^laeks the Mo»d shauld |kindie in his diedct. 

' • • • i . t , • 

^ BBRiwrora. i 

A cheering cup will bid it flow again, : i , / 

And then repose will be his best physioiaiu 
He need not want for either in my cot. 

{£«Hf BEiiKatt>rF fke Sawgrntt Marti Mfu 

\ 

V 

'Satotaii©. 
Our lives are on ihis mooieh-t-^we flUNft fly« , 

The woodc'shrcHid net such danger ais is <bi<t ' ' ' '^-^ 
Beneath this roof: - ^^ 

I 

CAftiisnfiitir. 
Whenoesptings this «udd^ feait!' 



•SAVOVARb. 

Ask not the cause;.:^a moment of delay 
Breaks ofif the last link in the chain of hope. 
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CAlltSHBlM. 

These foolish terrors are a shame to manhood* 
Be calm^ be cahn. 

Savoyard. 
But so maeh time as senres 
To speak the word divides us from destmctbo. 

CAHLSfiBlMi 

Why this suspicion ? 

Savoyard* 
He win not he savedl 
Seeking hb safety^ I but losie myself. /«• 

[Savoyard ^es to the door. 
The key is gone ! what chance for life remains ? 
I must dissemblcbut my beating heart 
Will not be silent. 



Re-enter Bbrnstoff^ mth fruit and tvine. 

Berivtoff. 
Here is your night's repast; 
And^ though 'tis humble as the toil that earned it^^ ^ 
«^t An honest welcome is its sweetest garnish. 

(pARLSHBIM. 

Harkee^ mine-host, is all that wine? 

Bbrnstoff. 

It is. 

Carlsheim. 
Then pray you make no more apologies— 



n 
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Come, come, mytlStdeSavoyaidy sit dowiu^ ,^. > ; ^^^ 
iTbere's courage ingodd wihe! 1* .> . 



CTi^ 



• Slioieg be Cear Aught? 



J .. . .i' ■ » 



Savoyard* 
No, Dot {ear«— not fear-^faiot with long traireL 

"Carlsheim. 



c/i^"-" 



Then drink ^wlne is the weary traveller's sta£ ' *' 1 

'Tis life's elixir, cou(f^e to the weak, . I 

Strength to the faint, and joy to him ibat nniuiiis. 

Sayotari)* 
Yoof pardon. Sir. 

Carlshbim. 

No, no pardon. ^You must drink. 

' [Savoyard feigns to drink, and unperceivedbyihem 
pours away the wme. 
And now a song to cheer the ling'ring hours* 

« 

• m 

Savoyard. 
My will is at your bidding; but I want ^^^ 

That buoyant freshness of the healthy spirit 
Which best provokes the harmony of .song« 
I pray you pardon me. 

Bernstop*f. 
'Ay, he needs repose. 

Carlshbim. 

One song no &rther dalliance with delay — u ^ 

I'll have it so: and mind that it be such 
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As lovers breathe^ when sfativis the atflr oC iove^ 
Beneath the window of a wakefiil mbtrciaii 

Oh when wUi mornliig bi^& upon this night? 



Scfn^ tn/ the Savoyard. 

The moon bums briehtf »r. ^^^ \ 

And the elves of night;, ^ 

Are *qi|8ffiDg the dew-drop'd rofl^; 

Tir'd labour sleeps. 

And the hiTl-stream creeps 
A« we«ried it sought repose. 

i The air breathes love. 

And the stars abore. 
Shine not for the jealous eye ; '" 
Love's |MemqB*f they, 
7^> tell when the daj^ 
With his envious beams are nigh* 

Then hast« «ire«t maid, 
1a the nfyrUe shade, 
£re morning shall break in light; 

f Earth knows no bliss, /^ 

.^ ..ii^Like the stol^i kiss, 1 (r- 
Of lips that are seal'd in night. 



Carlsheim. 

Sung like love's minstrel^ boy. ^When next I woo^ 

I wish no better voice than thine to tell 

^The story of my passion. Take this riogi 

Thy skill deserves a nobler recompense. 

Savoyard. . 
Tis far above my merit. 
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No excuse, 
Though from a soldier's lism^, and one unknown, 
Yet'still these glowi6g children of the itiinei , <^*^'^^/<r# 

That in their brilliance emulate the sun. 
Will not less sparkle or abate one jot 
Of their accustomed fires. 



Savoyard, aside. 
It must be so. 
Or I disprove the shape that I assume. ^.^ 
(Aloud) Since 'tis your will though not bjr my desert, 
I take this ring in memory of one. 
Whose gen'rotts mind o'erprisM my humble merit. 

Bbrnstopf, iiside. 
W^en will this fooling end? (aloud) The night's far gone, 
^Twere best you sought repose— .a room above <^'J^ 

Is vacant for your use. 

[Music — The Savoyard wishes Carlshsim good 
night in dumb show. Bernstoff takes up the 
light f and points to the stairs on the right. Sa- 
voyard asqehds them followed by Bbrnstoff 
. who when at the top puts the light into his hand 
and comes down again^ 



Carlshbim. 
A careful host.^ 



For drinking might not only grieve our heads. 
But bring his cellar to a sore consumption. 
His care for us i^ prudence to himself; 

And yet not so for the wine's juice of poppies. 

I could as lightly hold watch with the moon. 



/ 
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As find the bottom of this bottle waking. 
If I driolc more it must be, Iq my sleep. 

Bbrnstoff, coming down. 
A pretty stripling, but too green injyears^ J^ * Y'^^^T^ ^^ 
And of a frame too tender to support 
A traveller's toils: yet he's true nodoubt^ 
And truth's a jewel of a worthier price . ^ 

Than capability unmatched with wilL 

Carxsheim. 
Bui, my good host, this Jewel is not mine. . 
He is a wandering Savoyard, and roams 
The country round for minstrel alms. Some miles ^ <^^ 
From hence I met him in his tired path^ 
And made him the associate of my way. 

. . ' ' Bernstoff. 

Will't please you tp retire? ^^ * *K 

w • • r 

■ •' . ' 
Qarilsheim. 

' ' ' That will It, host: 

For though, my body's fresh, my spirit's sick 

With most unwonted heaviness; repose^ 

Though on a bed of straw, were better now. 

And faith, more welcome than tlie choicest draught _ 

Tliat ever ripened in the Tuscan grape. 

[Music. Bernstoff points to the chti^mber, and 

lights him up. Dunib show suited to the scene* 

Bernstoff descends. ' 

I t 

• BERNStOFF, Ofowe. 

The opiate works; a few brief minute's space 
And he will sleep, but not to wake: to live; 
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And feel that It is life. The st^el is sure 

As heaven's own thunder; his will be the sleeps ^ . 

The dmrk, the dreamless sleep> that hath no end, o ^/^ 

Till the last day bid time and nature cease. 

Rest^ struggling heart^^ nor think this act incurs 

The penalty of guilt; it is no more 

Than if thy hand should rend the lily's stem. 

For that, too, lives, and like the slgveof sleep, ^^/O^t^ 

Blossoms unconscious of the life it holds. ^ I ^^^-^ >^ 

This sleep to him is death, or were it not> 

I but prolong what nature first impos'd.-L. 

I'll think on it no more; the time for thought , J/^ 

Is past, and leaves me to fulfil its scope. 

I will about it — first to see around .*^ 

[The)st(nw.isheardmoreviolei^thanb^o^ Bbbn* 
STOFF takes up the Savoyard's cloak. 
This cloak will guard me from the tempest^s fury. 

[ Jffmc. He goes out. The Savoyard descendsk 

SAYOTABBk 

Now is the last, the dying pause of hope* 
This instant fl^ht, yet hold, I had forgot> .^* 
The stranger also has a life at stake: 
Oh, 'twere unworthy of a woman's heart 
To leave him thus, the gen'rdus^ the brave) 
One speedy efibrt and we both ate sav'd. 

[Jfim'r. SheJUeSuptoCAaLV&nliiiu'^Toonik BlsiiN- 

8T0FF re-enters. He tocks the door after him, 

and puts the key mio his pocket. 

Bbbnstoff^ 
tnjthe d0ep pauses of the roaring. storin ] . . cr ^*^ " '^ 

My ear can catch no /ound of footsteps nigh. 
T8i?vcry night seems modelled to my purpose. 






<, 
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And now to see if the Satoyftrd sleeps, 
If not, he falls a tictivk to my safety. 

{Jfitsfc. BnitttsMvv takes a ISgAiafkl ^Uemit 

the stizfTs* Th€ StWffytBtd twi^t^ uouhtffotii 

CARtsitBtM's rotm. 

All is in vai»! bttt that tie fredy breathes^ 
And life's red colour mantles in his cheeks, ^^ 

I shoald believe this sleep the sleep of death. i^^s^ 

What's to be donei- 1 dare no more deKyJ 

{Heirte^ to open ther doot tmSjSndfiVhched^ ' 
The door is fast, no way of flight remahn. 

A light too flashes on the stairs^! Tts he ^^ 

Now lie 'descends, anfd all hope dies within me! 
Here is my grave, though yet uiidug its bosom. 

[SkeJtifigH hetselfdomt in the front of the sidge bjf 

the ^tcfe ^ the right hand rdom. Music. 

BsENSTpFF descends, 

B«RNSTt«Pir. 
By hell ! he has escaped 1 Yet, no-^'twas not 
Within the scope of posslMlity. 
He must have fled tiD'Carkheim, to wake hin: 
I must be quick tiiBo^ for the sleeping herb 
Is brief as it is jjoteilt in effect. 

[Misic. JOei Mtends. A Ottig^eisheeird, and 
immedinietjf trpon ittherepw^ cfii pistol. TTie 
Sa^airAsiartk'up^ 

SL%viivjyai>r ^ ,m 4^ 

The work of blood's about. Death i9n^ my^ktdll %* 
Oh, my full heart is bounding to iny iips^ 

Red flakes of &re drop swifcty on oiy sigiic ^^* 



t 

As falling rain ! In every nerve 1 feel 
That I could wrestle with^ ffia^l'^ strength. 

. gfif^, Me ciPW* <0¥HIW^ ii^ fom^. of the 
stage. ^ 

Bernstoff. . . 

jTis done ! the life^slrMiii gmit^cfi ^Kim his breast ! 
Stiff^e boy lives, and carries in his life ' ':t . 

No doubtful peril. His blood, too, must flow, 2^ 

Or the death-sacrifice in wafttiagiikat, ^ c,«r*-*/ ^* ^" 

Lacks whatiliould g^re^completion to its fullness. y ^ 

He mustbd sought, and quickly too: — this arm, /f <,,^ / 

Though the fleshM lead may paraliaed its strength, (> "" 

Can yet o •erBiatok the vigour of a hcf. 

[Turning rounds he perceives the Savoyard. 
Ha ! art thou there ? TbM Mow %hkx\ to thy heart ! 

[Mtmc. They struggle. The trqmpli^g of fset is 
heard from without. He tvrests the dagger 
j^iQtn BsRNSTOFF) atid reels exhamted against 
ihewttIL 

BSRNSTOFF. 

I heard 4be irku.A of footsteps in the wood ; \,(^ ^ 

The bjiiit above has challeng'd the attention > : , ^ 

Of some night wand'rer : to remain were death. 

My arm's best strength is -witheiMiin its wound.*— ^^^ 

All flight is barred lathis ^nly way! is Heft. 

\He opens a trap-door and descends into a roomhe* 
low, unseen' by tb& iSavoyard, who has sunk 
intoachkirwiihkbf'heidMpantheiaiile^ 

Voices tvithout. 
What, ho ! within ! Wl>at strife ifef toward ? quick ! 
Open thedoorjiorwdsliall force admittance. 
*«t \The Foresters tnetst'^ffen the door* The SiQ/nefjffifd 
starts fip, and looks round him vacantly. 
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:I !. . / 



DtS0Ri€la. 

There^s murder in this cottage search around. 

[One forester-goes up to the Xeft htmd roomj^ and 
another to that on the right* ' 

SAyoYAKJ},Jlynig to Mm^ \ [ 
Oh> «av^ nac! save me! , ^7* 

DlBDRICH. 

Save thee ! whftt jdost fear ? l 


I 

1st FoRBSTBR* 

How wild be looks ! bis bands are batjb'd in blood ! 



DlBBRIC^. 

I do mistrust tbee^ boy. ^ 



V • 



2d FpRSSTBR, descending fi'om the righj{ hand^ 
There's nought above. — The windows, tooj ar^closM, 

3d FoRESTSlR^ descending from the> lejt,hwi» 
Jle's breath'd bis last. .. 

OlTRDRICH* 

. Who ! who has br^Ath'd his U3t 



■ » 



Savoyard. 
Oh, I am innocent— .A woman's heart 
Beats 'neath thb minstrel garb. 

DiBDRICH. 

That's aa it may be ; 
A woman's anger stings as well as man's* ^ j l«^ 
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Look at thy bloody Iuind8.-»E'eD now they grasp 
The witness of thy guilt* 



I . 



•<^l Yet^ on my soul ! 

By the great name of him whogave me Ufe> 
J'm innocent of this. 



ki . ./. 



> ' f .1 



Mere.cotepfige^ boy. 
The man is dead.«..we find ypu here alone^ r 
With every circumstance of guilt about you. 

Savoyard. 
He must have fled who did this deed of blood. 

DllSDRICH. 

When? How? The windows all are fast within.^ tf^ 

This could not be^ had any one escap'd. 

3d FORBSTBR. 

Here^ take thy cloak ^lis yours^ I think. 

Savoyard. 

It is. 

3d FORJBSTER. r / ^ 1 

Now have you playjd the hangman to yourself: t> ^^ * 

This cloak was in the room_the very room 
Where murder told his tale-^and see^ 'tis rent^ 
A ball has pierced the arm. 
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" , I f . • . ! 

SAVOTAftH*. 

What caQ I say^ 
When truth stands up 'gidilstiiitto6ence in arms^ 
And worse than falsehood ^watts^lier fair complexion l## 
With the dark moDscrous'^tfotpuringpE guilt? i:^' 

DiBDRICH, 

This is too evident belief's too strong 

For words to palsy ii. Awayt away! 

\The^ force of ihe Smmfwd. S^ene tlo^ea. 






BKp 0? ^^mvm^^ 
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ACTtt^SqENEi 



A room m Cbtmt'HBRMAw's mstle. 



Bernstoff enters in Ms proper habit, fothweS by Grim* 



Bbrnstoff. 
The canker of my hopes is purged away; 
'Tis cat up by the root. Still my blood's ill ! 
I have but cbangM the quality of fear^' 
Its sum DO jot abated. 

Grim. 

What would'st have? 
Hope could not fashion to itself success 
More perfect than weVe met with. 






t 






Bernstoff. 

•"lis most true ; 
Yet fear^ perhaps remorse, gnaws at my hearty 
And troubled visions of some coming ill, ^ 

Suspicion's brood on terror, haunt my eyes 
In the day's waking, and the dreams of night. 

Grim. 

The heaven's be praisedl my sight is not so quick. 

« 

I'd sooner have the blindness of a beetle. 



Bbenstovt* 
Bf f faamoiur biooks no jesting. 

GRm. 

N(^ nor mine; ^^ 

I spofce m rery soberness of truth : ^ •! y- 

And again I s^^ ;;w^t^i«',t yoa, i^ould hsre 2 • 

Bebnstoff. 
1 ]^oft}^lw?, flflA^ bcrel,h^^^ 

My blood flow evenly «^my slumbers free^ ^ 

A$[tbe sweet sleep of cherub innocence. ] cr 






Boponr and eonsei^ce are th' uniam'd diseases; u 
That ra nk is bejjr.to t poverty, disowns tl\e|ip, . 
The one's a sickness that forbids the food, . .. ^ 
Our appetite is craving; and the other ^ u 

Is a foul indigestion of the n[Ufid» ^ "^^y^ 

Born from indul^enc^ initf^ffj^fi^cip^^ meat 
Our sickness made unwholesome* . 






Bernstofp. 

Truly said; 
Yet to my ear it hath noirelish. 

Grim. 

Well ... . 
When next I drain the cup^ the pledj^e shalj bcji 
To thy mind's quiet^ and thy body's health. 

« 

Bernstofp^ 
The health of death I the quiet of the grave ! 






^ 



I^O 
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For me no other ! [jhide, half turning towards Idnu 

How I loathe thy sights 
Thou monitor of guilt. But I must on^ 
^ill I have built the fortress of my safety^ 
And moated it with blood ^tiU then no end. 

[Exit BsRNSTOFf . 

\Why, what a half-|Hr^d viUain is thb fool ! } <t 

A beasty made up of knavery and fear! 

Keen in pursuit but once the object gain'd^ 

Trembling to bold the pri^ he sought to win. 

Psha ! psha ! I hate these fools that would be villains^ 

But that they lack the courage and the sense> 

Which gives to knavery the power to sting. 

He hold these wide domains I A county forsooth! 

Why, ten such counts would hardly make a man. 

^Tis well ! escceeding well ! Such fools are born 

For men« brave men like me, to prey upon« .,. dt9 



* 



JBnter Maria, xvith a basket in her hand^ 



Maria* 
What villany are you meditating now ! what mischief is 
breeding ip that brain of thine ? > 

Grim. 

You have guessed right, Maria.^my thoughts were full of 
mischief, for I was thinking on thee. Thou, of thy simple 
self, art mischief enough to enter into the head of any one 
man, ^ 



4B •rnx^fmnsMTW'LVclliai. JkiH, 

. • , . • , . • » , 

,.,"•.• \ Vv .'. . . "ti '"'1 /. J •', 

f 

'^ RIaria. 

Very discreetly spflken, «Dd'#tth good emi^hMlftt^bot far 
•n tliat^ you mu9t!kfl61<r'ydu'bettrbtttanindi£^elit^iutttter 
witfatn the walls of this tsasffe. - 



J' . 



Grim. 

Indifferent t Is that alt? 'Sktrdy you wrong the truth, fj^ 
Spemk more plaiofly; cfhild. 



* * « * 



: 1, 



• I 



« . Maria. 

Why if you'Wili hate it^ they say^ciu are a tUitf.^a mur- 
dercr-i^a — 

Grim. 

Oh, they are too kind. 



»' 1 



• •' *■ '■■ Maria; 

Truly, I think %xy\ for- if* the devil lilBbd net'ti^en robbed <>f 
^^ his due, you would long ag64iave swung upon >a gatl&ws; 

Gl^IM. 

Hum! Yon have a very good passing wit, Maria; i^aith 
you have. Bu^t eame, be honest, 13' this the whole of your 
embassy? Did you seek me for no otiier purpose but to be 
eommended of me for your humour? Or does some deeper 
thought lurk at the bottom^ 'Be plain, you know I love the 
'truth. • '" ■•'"" 

Maria. 
Aye, that you do! and so well, you never part with a 
grain of it to any body. 



I • * 



'Oriic*- 

you are itf istaket), child ; I do but keep it as a prepioos 
gem, that should only be worn on holiday occasions. 



•s 



That's the reason we see so. little^ it v foF^Ae' toil^% 
calendar has but two holidays-. the day of jii4giiiei]t and 
the day of execution. 

9 

Grim. .•;:•{ ' . * 

True, Maria, true. You see I am candid with ym.^^. ^ 

Yesy and your candour's like a will-o'-the*wlsp the save 

sign that a pit's at hand; sthdj Hke that, if trusted to, will ' 
certainly lead one ititothe tni^e; • 

Grim. 
Nay, rather say it is a buoy planted on a quicksand, to 
warn you of your danger; against which, if the vessel dme, 

you must bkme the pilot. This is from the purpose ^witk /' "^ y/^ 

what intent have you sought- kne?- Not out of love, I hope? 

r 

• 'I. 

Maru. 
Make yourself perfectly easy; and rest assured that I 
ahall always hate you most transcendently. ' ' 

I would have it so; for then I shall be spared the pleasure 9^ 
of your frequent company. But go on. 

'■' - - • • ' Marta. 
WfeU then, I want toknovir where your master was yeitfer-' 
4ay evening^. ' 

Grim. .--'.. 

And what should make you ask that question ? 



^r 
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Maeia. 
Obj niere.i.«.)nere curiosity, ^j^:^ . 

Grim. 
The count's curiosity you mean. Would you deceive me \ 
I know you* 

Maeia« 
I would every body knew you as well ! Monster I 

Grim. 

What ! angry^ fool ? How should 1 knpw where ipy mas- 
ter is? I am his servant^ not the spy upon his pleasures. ^^ 

Maria* 
And this is all you are pieced to tell me? 

0»IM» 

Every syllable, 

AIaria.. 
Well then, I'll tell you— 

Grim* 

What? 

Maria* 
Listen : I'll tell you what the gipsy said to the robber who __ 
was hung a short time since. People of your stamp are all 
born under the same planet; and what suits one will apply 
to the others* 



SC0 X* 
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n 



'ft •» 



ifol^l&y.MfBlJU 



*;• 



Lost MM ! for evev los^ detpair! 
Nor wasting pUgTimage« nor praj'r« 
Nor penitence of power divine> 
Can cleanse from guih a heart likethhie:* 
I^U pOD thy brow, worn deep by cthres^ 
%hh ceknsoii ttain •of mnrdor (glarei; 3 ' 
Kot all th« ocean's rolling sway 
Has pow'r to wash that stain 4Mivay; 

• • • *• » 

That stain of bloody. which marks thee lO^ 
The sla^ve oi tict, and bound to ilL 



'. .V 



UA 



» 






^ 



■W^- 



M 



<^. 



«/. 



rt^wj-vC. 



'I I I 



Grim« 
A pretty madrigal truly ! I have not time now to c<Mnffieiid 
it sufficiently^ bat trdst me I will find an opportunity^ 

Maria. 
You have done it sufficiently in that amiable smiU. Oh 
here comes Schwitzer art last — great and burly as a parish 
officer^ when he sits in judgment upon unowned children, 
and mothers without husbands; and swelling as new-made 
dignity^ when for thd first tTme h ekposes its unwashed 
tinsel to the gaze of the multitude. 1^1 sta^nd by, and watch 
bim« 






Enter Schwitzer. 



KX\ 



Do keep back, goo^ people, I*ni full of business. To- 
morrow, perhaps, pr the next day, or tlie day after that, vay 
leisure may serve to wait upon you. I mi^st keep up, my 



/f^ 



r-.d 



* •«• 
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consequence witb these knaves; but somehow people are so 
familiar with folly, there is no shaking them off from her re- 
presentative. Yet I cati'tl cbnee!v«' what they see foolish in 
me. I never get drunk with Sack or Rhenish ...and that 
were folly, for it makies the head ache. I am not married— 
and that were folly; for it makes the heart ache. ' I am not 
fond of fighting-^and that were folly; for it has no better 
cure for the buffets it brings, than honour^ a very indifferent 
plaister for bruised skins and broken beadSr I am not in 
love— ^.. ' ^^ 

Maria, behind. 
Very well. Sir! very well J But it does not matter— FlI 
use you as they use spaniels beat you into liking me. 

SCHWITZBR. 

Yes, I am in love; but then that is not folly.^ 

Maria, behind. 
Delightful! 

SCHWITZBR. J ^ 

It's only the high road to niatrimony, which is..and, as ^i 
I travel very slowly,, there's no great fear. • Upon the best 
calculation I can make, I ^hall die upon the journey, long 
before I get to matrimony. 

Maria, behind. -t^ ''x'^ 

I could tear your eyes out, for they are of no use to you. ^ 

ScHwrrzBR. 

I have not pride enough to starve myself, nor humility ^•^'^ 

enough to work-.! never trusted a physician's skill, a law-^ 

yer's honesty, a horse's feet, or a woman's silence; so tqat 

for the life of mc I can't conceive why people call me a fool. 






/d> 



Maria^ cofflhtg forward* 
Vm jusHn tihie to Scrlve thdt Aifficdlty. 

ScftWiTZER. 

My dear Maria 1 

Maria. 

That's not what you said just now-^but of that another 
tltfi^. Wlidre have you b6en so long— The poor Ellen must ^^ j^ 
be starving. 

ScHWITZEtt* 

PoorEllen^ indeed! for the Count will hear nothing.*^ 
She's condemned. ^,„^ 

MARiA. 

Condemned? 

SCHWITZER* 

!Bv<en so —^ the ring^ the cloak^ the bloody dagger, het dis-^ 
guise as ^Savoyard; and, worse thgn all^ the fact of her 
being found alone, bore damning evidence against her. 

Maria. 
I would pledge my life upon her innocence; but the 
count's prejudice writes the sentence of condemnation *.^be- 
cause the son loves, the father abhors; and the same hate 
which twelve month's agc^ dfove Henry to the army, arid 
her from the country, is now the axe that shall destroy her. 
Had shebeen piore huno^bbe in her love, or prouder in her ^/^ 
condition, the tount^s affection had gone along with the 
son's desire. But wealth p^fiinot brook the touch of poverty. 

SCHWITZSR. 

Henry is <on his return .^the count expects him hourly. 

Maria. 
This is a bitter welcome to his return. 



V 
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SCHWITZBB. 

Yes, 'tis rather awkward but I have a scheme.^ ^ 

Mabia. 
A scheme! you! hal ha! ha! 

SCHWITZER- 

Now dou't laugh I hate that trick ^*tis so like a moQ* 

key and, you know, for all their ha! ha! has! they are 

caught by a spring, and bastinadoed* 

Maria. 
You don*t intend to bastinado me, I hope. /^ 

SCHWITZEB. 

No, aot till we are married.^but hark! somebody is 
coming. This way, and you shall know alL [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

A prison in the castle. In the back of the $cene %s a gal- 

lery much decay ed^ leading to an upper vafilt a ladder is 

placed against it, by way of stairs. In the front m table 
is set outi with a lamp burning on it. £Uen on one side, 
and Grim at the table, drinking^ 

Ellew, 
I wocild be sad — ^would clothe my mind in thoughts 
Dark as the colour of my fate; but still 



/^ 
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My spirits are lights as if in mockery 
Of reason's fears. 

Grim. 
Be of good cheer, girl; 
You'll lose your head, 'tis true; hut what of thai? 
Death comes to all; his quickest form the best; 
And who that could die thus by th' axe's edge 
(Would choose to linger on a sickly couch. 
Be drugg'd with all that most offends the palate, ,. 
(As if a pill could scare away disease) 

And with a troop of solemn fools be plagu'd, ^.^ ^i^ /- 

Who, when they sit in wisest consultation, o ^ 

Are only oaterhig for their friends the crows. ^ ' 

ElXBN. 

Thy presence fs a sickness worse than death. 

Grim. 

You'll be in better company to*morrow; - 

Lying with loving closeness by the side 

Of some dead piece of spruce nobility; 

Or coffined by a usurer, parch'd and lean, , ^ 

Who, could he say so much, would rather hold ^ ^ ^^ 

His ducats to his breast, than clip thy beauty. 

[jB&tocArm^ ixt the doer 
Who is it knocks } ' -* 

ScHWITZERj without. 

'Tisonlyl. 

« 

Grim. 

And pray 
What brings that great, important person, I, , ^ ^ 

To visit here ? 
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ScwrrzBR* 
Tve got food for the pris'aer. 

' CbtiM. 

Some plot^ my life oa't. — I'll ioduige the foely 
f^^ -" \^ That I may satisfy my gaU of heart 

With laaghiog at his failure. \Hm ijpeus the- dooF^ ' 

Well ! come iik 

ScH«nT2»a enters ^ ctmying a basb^ii 

Gsm locks the door agamj and tabes tie bey out. 

SoHwrrzEiu 
Poor^ dear^ good Elienl 

Orim. 

You ne^ not weep, niaiu 

SciiwmEBR, 

And did you never? 

11 tt^bu dullard 1 * 



> ' ' 



ScHwrraER, 
Why then thou art a beast in human form. 
Man has the privilege of smites and tears^ t^ 

Which bestial nature wants* <^^^ ^ 



^r 



ijRIM. 

The fool grows wise. 
[Grim sii^ dotbn to the table, an4 drmbs* 



Will yoa not kiMMf loe^ Eaien ? ^. -^ ^ 

IdityM? 
Take it not inroB^.^the ear of gridf is dull. 

I've brought yon food; it is Maria sends it. 

Kind-^hearted girl I Misfortune then has left 
One heart to mourn iox it. 

SCHWITZBR. 

One heart? a hundred! 
All love you, grieve for you -^ the ^women weep. 
The peasant's grief is still, or only told 

By sighs, and hrows of gloom, and drooping head, / / / 

And cheeks that wear th^liv'ry of the grave. ,-- ^ ^^^^ 

The children smile in tears. 

Be silent, friend; 
Be silent, or my throbbing- heart will burst. 

SCHWITZER. 

Ellen, 'tis said..^it chokes my utterance..^ 
It swells within my throat, and will not out,^ 

Ellen. 
^Tis said, I am a murdress^^is't not so? 
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ScHwiTZBR) much agitated. 
Look on me^ Ellen let me meet thine eye! 

Grim, drinking. 
The fool will weep away the little wit 
That heav'n hath Jent him. 



ScHwrrzBR. 

Yes ! she's innocent.^^ ^ 
The cheek of guilt is pale, its brow is sad, ^ 

It's eye rolls dark and wildly in it's frame ^^-'ff^ 

But in thy chasten'd gaze the heart's peace 8miles> ^ 
Mild as the features of an infant's sleep. 

Grim. 

1^ Where, in the devil's name, hast thou pick'd up ^. 
These gilded phrases'?] Thou'llt be a priest anon. <r- / 

SCHWITZBR. 

Humanity's so strange to him, that it's voice 

Excites his wouder. But the time flies quick, cj '^^i 

Grim. 

I'm glad you've thought of that. 

SCHWITZBR* 

Here's wine for you ; r^ 
You need refreshment. 

Ellbn. 
'Tis kindly meant ; hut 
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SCHWITZKB. 

But ! but ! I hate that word. (Pomiedly) Tb a long way 
You 'have to tniTel. 

Ganf. 

» 

Nay^ there you're out^ friend* 
Death's journey is as short as heart can wisb_' 
One needs no luggage. 

ScHwrrzER. 

Come, come, be persuaded..^ 
[Ih pours out tvinej and gives it to Ellxn* 
And here's a bottle of a stronger vintage. 
To bribe you to good-nature — Why that laugh? ^^ 



Grim. 
You think to gull me by this gross expedient ! sr ^ y**^**^^ *" 



SCHWITZBR. 

What is't you mean ? 



rt\ 



GvLiMyfiereety. 

The wine, I know, is drugg'd 
With juice of some rank herb that forces sleep.*? 
I read the inmost workings of thy soul. 

SCHWITZBR. 

Here's shipwreck in the harbour. 

r 

/ 

Grim, snrcasticaily* 

My brain's weak. 
The lady's drink will suit its weakness best. 
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Oh, you are frt*ly welcome.^ as ypu please.^ 
(Aside) Would it were poison, for your sak^* 9P 

But first 
To m^ke all ^fe. S ^ 

SCIIWITZER, 

What is he about? 
(To EtLBN) My project's strangled by this quick suspicioDj 
And we mu^t bujld our hojjes upon the cjiance t^.J' 

The moment ripens^ If we can escajte ' 

This dungeon's walls, Maria stays without. 
With quaint disguise; to mask your farther flight, 

Ellen; 

[^There is no solid ground for hope to build on, ] ^^ 

SCHWITZER. 

Despair's a barren blank all is for hope , 4V# 

Give your best aid, when 

Ellen. 

Hush ! hush ! he come^f 
[During the foregoing dialogue^ Grim goes to the 
doo^'j locks it, takes out the key, and, by the 
help of the ladder, which leans against the 
gallery, places the key on a nail high up in 
the wall. He then brings the ladder with him, 
and puts it on the bench on which he sits^ 
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I 

Now then Vm ready. ^Why you look quite blank I 

Dull as a half-pay soldier, or a horse 

That has starved ibr^e weeks fa a hudgry poimd* ., ^y^ 

^.^.; "■■ 

Or as a mouse, who^ when bis femish*d teeth 
Are fixed upon the bait^, too late perceives 
The danger of a trap. 

Grim. 

Excellent^ Tfaith ! 
And yet this jesting's only from the lips. • ^^^ 

It could cry now from simple disappointment. 

ScHwiTZ^R^ aside. 
'Tis shrewdly guess' d^^fJlloudJ Not I-^my heart is light. 
Here's to fair Ellen's healtb ; be of good cheer... 
Hope has but set awhite, like the bright sun^ 
To riise in greater brilliance. Come, a song ,.. 
Will help to waste the ling'ring hours of night. 

E}ix£N, aside. 
What can he mean ? 

[ScHwiTZBVi gives her to unfkrstmd bg^signs, that 
he toiahes her to engagf; Grim's iUtmtifm. 

Grim. 
Do you suppose Vm blind ? 
But it's no matter; you'll not sing down the walls. 
Or charm the key from yonder hook, I fancy;. '^^^ 

So, an you like it, sing.^by all means sing. 
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ScHwiTZBRy aside. 
How can I get the key ? Aj, that will do* 

Grim. 

Well, you are long id thought ! has your wit yet 

Fwj^d any philter^ any unknown spell 

To work upon these walls, or what's as softj>^_^ 

My tender heart. It is not in a song, ^>f 

(I tell you plainly), to achieve this wonder; 

But try it an you will. 

SCHWITZER* 

Oh, yes, a song. 
[He again makes signs to her to comply* 



EtLElf. 

My spirits chide this levity of hope;^^_ 
But 1 must force them to compliance. 



/M^ 



SCHWITZER. 

Now, 

Yott may begin. 

Grim. 
Ay, when you please. But mind, 

If 'twere as tedious as agossip^stale,^ . 

Dull as a law-suit, drowsy as the face 

Of some round bellied justice ^hen he wipes cT ^ 

His forehead shining with the toils of dinner ^, 

I should not close an eye_that hope would foil you. ^ ' 

♦ 

Song by Ellbn. . 

^Comc gentle 8leep,|^n)y call obey, ^ y^ ^ 

Come let ne feel thy healing pow'rjj 
i t)h, steal roe front rajscif away, J ' 4^^^*^'' 

And charm to peace the midnight hour, J^ ' ' 

'Ti} thine to soothe the sense of woe, * ' 

, And bid the tear forget to flow. 
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[During the sang Sohwitzbr tcAes the basket from 
the table as if to eat; draws back his chair a 
little behind Grim; untwists the osier of the 
basket, and forms it into a long rod. He4hen 
gently rises^ and places straw below the key, 
which he pushes down from the hook with the 
sHckforfnedfrom the basket. Just as the song 
ends, he has opened the door. Grim starts up. 

. Grim. 
Thy life shall suffer for this treachery* 

{lie runs towards Sch witzer with his draton sword. 
Ellen dashes down the lamp. 

Grim 

Death and helll but think not to escape. The lamp burns 
in the passage; and whichever attenapts to pass me, dies that 
instant. [He goes out. 

ScKwiTZEB,, feeling about for the ladder. 
Now Ellen, not a moment is to be lost. 



Ellen. 
If time were in our power^ the means of using it are not. 

SCHWITZBR. 

Here ..I have found it at last 

Ellen 
Found it ! found what ? 

SCHWITZER. 

The ladder. By this you can ascend into the gallery. 



/^<5^' 
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Wh«n Grim returns I will detain Wm here as long as possi- 
Ite* A minate's space is sufficient for yon to getaway. 
Maria waits at the end of the passage; and when with her 
jots will be able to baffle his pursuit. 

EttBIf. 

He wilt return before this can be acoomplisbedL 

SCHWITZBR. 

Hardly. It is no easy task to detach the lamp from its /^^ 
ehfun. Give me your hand. 

Where are you? 

SCHWITZBII. 

Here. 

[He carries the ladder j and places it against the 

gallery she ascends, and has Just reached it 

as Grim re-entersn Schwitzer flies to the 
• front of the stage. 

Grim. ^ , 
This, too, is a notable exgedient — but the purpose is 
better intended than success is apt in following it. If 

you stir one inch, or put your feet but to so much motion ^. 

as would cross a horse hair, I shall despatch a leaden mes- i ., > 

senger that will convince you most feelingly of my anger. / 

SCHWITZKR. 

It's all over. 

Ellen. 

What is to be done. 



u 
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Grim. 

Nothing .i^unless you like to fob the hangman of fais fee, 
and bredk '3ii9ar neck by leaping from t&at gallery. 

llit^arnes tie ladder to ihefiront oftJm tiage^ xmi 
• flinge itdotiau 
N0W9 Sir^ the key. 



Maria eniera — dumb ^u>w tr^taeen her tmd Ellbn« £& 

Jling$ a long s€ish up to Ellkn, who ties it to her own^ 

nnd fastens one end to the railing, and passes the other 

over it: she then places her feet in it, while Maria gra- 

« 

dualfy loosens one end a^ she descends. This pa^ssts 
during the dialqgtu between Geim and Schwitzer* 

SCHWITZER. 

Don^t look so terrible. If I did not know you for tlie 
most good-tempered, gentle, kind-hearted gentleman that /^^ 
ever escaped from a gibbet to the £gnity of a hangmao^^ 

Grim* 
The key, I say tlie key* 



/ 






ScHwrrzER. jt^ /.-»-* 

Do have a little patience you have frightened away my 

breath, and I shall not be able to answer you this half liour. 

Grim. 
This fooling will bring a head-ach that may defy the doc- 
tor's counsel. Give up the key. 

ScHWITZER. 

So I would, but you fright the understanding from my 
head, and the feeling from my hands. 
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Grim* 

Desperate fool ! thou hast pulled the trigger on thyself. * 

\He draws a pistol from his belt, and aims at 

ScHWiTZER It flashes in the pan. jit this 

moment Ellbn has got as near the ground as 
the sash mil permit her; and encouraged by 
Maria leaps dotan. The ballustrade gives 
wat/ji and/alls with a loud crash. 

Grim. 

What noise was that ? Ha ! escap'd ! ^ /^e 

[ScHWiTZSR seizes his hand to detain himi 
Unhand me^ or I will grind thee into atoms* 

[He flings Schwitzer forcibly on the floor, and 
runs off in purstnt of Ellbn. Music. Th€ 
Scetie closes. 



'> 



ENX> OF ACT SRCONB. 
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ACT III SCENE L 



The inierior of the cottage as in the second scene ofthefint 
oict. The moon shines strongly through the windofp^ 



Enter Grim in a ^toak^ and masked, with a bmt&osn in 

his hancL 



Grim. 
Oar bark now sails before the favoring wiod^ 
And soon will rest at anchor. 'Twas a gale^ though^ 
Of no slight peril! However^ it is past^ 
And in its memory leaves a shrinking dread, ^t' 

That makes the haven*s calmness flow more sweet« 
Ellen again IS ours; and in her death. 
The last Ikint echo of suspicion's lost* 
And now for the disguise: albeit the eye 
Of chance would scarcely beam upon its hiding: 
Yet, as the only evidence of truth, 
'Twere prudence to destroy it, 

[Grim descends the trap-door, and closes it after him. 

HsNRY tuithoiU. 

Within there ! [He enters., 
I have made bold, finding the door a-jar^ o y < ^ 

Tq enter, an unask'd, intruding guest. 



/if 



I i 



**i- 
X * 
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What, no one here! I must play the host^ . 
And greet myself with welcome. Faith Fm weary ! 

[Sits down. 
A year's shc^ absence makes the forest strange; 
/U*^^^ ' And this fine owUlifcht only irervek to shew r: ^i^-;^^^ 

The errors of my way. Day's still far off; 
The stars yet glow with unabated fires, , ^# 

And the pale moon doth linger in her course..^ 
Ell! whatiiave we here? it looks like wine hay 
And n is too._The good old fairy times. 
Are come again on earth. Here's to your health. 
My dainty sprite..— ^Is not that blood that stains 
The whiteness of the bearthr? A daggeff, too I 
And wet with recent gore I I've plung'd my foot 
Souse on the hornet's nest; and if they rouse. 
My ears will pay the wand'ring of my feet. 
However, I'll wipg some. Do I not hear 9^ 

The sound of nearingsteps ? 'Tis so-^ai^d see.^^ 
Three masks are stealing through the urood..^ 
They're coming hither! What is to be dpB«? 
Three against one are hardly fair at oddsw 
Is there no cupboard near? no friendly hole? ., 
Yes, here's a closet. Now the Heav'ns fore^nd C \ 
They should be married^ for they'll search m^ out 
By natural instinct. I have fooind it so. 

[He coneeais himself in the chset. ; 



• s 



The three Masks enter untk cloaks amd masks the same as 

Grim's. 

1st Mask. 
Grim not here yet! as usual, he follows his appointment 
with ^o slow a st^p that he never reaches' it. 
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« 



Grim comes up from the trap door, with the dress that 
BbrnstoI^f wore in the first act. 

« 

'• Grim. 

Well met> comrades; though th6 design which brings you 
here must cool till night. 

1st Mask. ,^ ^ 

I hate delay : it is> indeed^ ^be ^oul of law^ but our business | V ' 
is opposite to law^ and therefore needs d^patch; so shall 
our quickness outrun the hangman* 

Grim. 
Wisely argued! but you need not fear; for if justice had 
not verified the proverb of her blindness^ you had long ago 
swung most loftily on the gallows. 

1st Mask. 
Justice blind^ quotha ! the world is wrong in that t it is 
^ue she sometimes squints most horribly, but she is as sharp cr S^ // ^ 
sighted as a lynx, and as watchful as a wolf: her teeth are of c^ If* 
steel> and she^s as savage as a tigress. 

Grim. 
fiut like most wild beasts she is to be tamed. (lunger will 
subdue the lioo, and gold will melt the hard heart of justice 
till it is as soft as a polypus^ and as yielding as a widow^ who . ^ 
laughs in a second mourning* 

Ist Mask. 

^here's something in that. 

B 
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Grim. 
There*8 eveiy thiog, as you may find before Hme grp?ra 
lame with walkings when she stretches out her long arms to 
give yoii a^sisterly embrace* J l^^^ 

1st Masit. 
Cmrae on her embraces! I tAt them once^ and they wvtit 
oightostnmgleme. 

GaiM- £2^*-- 

Uk that bher is something like a bear — her hug Is apt to bo ^ ^ 
mortal. But I must away« There's wine oa' the table^ and* 
more ia tlie cellar if your need crave it. ^ * 

1st MA^it. 

r • • • , - f 

But the gir!^ Ellen how have yda succeeded there? 

' / . ^ • - 

GftTM; 

Admirably! she dies at day-break — so farewell till eirening. 
[Grim goes out. Iftey pull off* their cloaks and 
' ' - ' inasks^ and sit doum to the table. 

• « * * 

♦ /Henrt. • • 

EUeo! My jealous heart misgivesf tneJ-sliOUld this be 
my beloved^ the life-spring of my aSectbn.^ 

Is tliis the same girl that tfae^uiit's son felt ialoVe witfr?^^ 



1st Mask. 

The same. 

Horror ! 



A 1 J • . .1 
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1st Mask. 
She b the daughter of a vaMil on the count's domain. 
Wheo the old map discovered his son's love^ he sent him off 
t9 a regiment then going on foreign service: the girl fled to 
avoid the effects of his resentment; and therein did more 
wisely than in her return. 

2d Mask* 
I think so. What in the name of folly brought her back 7 

lStMA9K. 

She saidy when questioned^ that she returned from weari- 
ness of travel^ and because casual information had taught '^ 
her that the count's anger, had subsided. In that she was 
rigbt^ for finding bis son's panion inflamed instead of 
softened by absence, he had detennined to sacrifice his own 
pride to his son's affection. 



Hbnrt. 



Gracious powers ! 



Ist MASk. 



What did you say ? 



> 



\ 



« 



2d Mask. 
I! nothing! But suppose you let us taste, as well as see 
the bottle. 

1st Mask. 
Thy lips are not by half so tdry as thy understanding. It 
was. thy own fault—thoa wert gaping after my story, and / 
•tarved thy belly to feed thine evs. Take it. { -9^ 
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Hbnuy. 
How shall I escape in time to save her? The hoar of 
morning rings iu her knell^ and these ruffians are fixed here 
till the erening. 

1st Mask« 

Didst speak? 

2d MasB:. 

Not t..»You talk for all of us. Thy mouth is the tower 

of Babety and hath in it the multitude of tongues 

Hbnry« 
The mask and cloak — it is a desperate counsel^ but the 
occasion will fashion no better. 

\He draws in the mask and doak from the chair ^ 
mid puts them on. 

] st Mask. 
That Grim is an avaricious^ cheating knave^^^he has not 
sense enough to be true to his own iniquity. He would rob^^^ 
robbery^ and cut the throat of murder. l^^fr^W^^ , 

2d Mask. 
Ay^ he is always ready enough to take the pr<^t, but for 
the danger^ marry, he is content to leave that to us. 



1st Mask. 

4 

He loves gold better than any thing but his safety, and he 
would not be persuaded to hold out his purse in the sun* 
shine, lest he stTouid be robbed of it by his shadow. 
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2d Mask. 
It was a pity your memory did not serve you to tell him 
so mticb when be was here. 

Sd Mask. 

It is bad policy when thieves disagree, ^were better to 
weary time with a soog, than frighten him away with a ^^^ 

quarrel* 

2d Mask. 
My will is to the task, an^ your ears a^re in the fever of 
tistening. 



Song. 

l.et tbe soldier wear his wreatbji 

Gather'd in the ranl^s of death : 
\J4et old wisdom's wrinkled headj, 

Feel tbe laarel roand it spread.— ^^ 
Ours is tbe life that mocks these toys. 
I^Buby wine, wbose glowing flood 

frolicks in the sleepy blood; J _ ^^^ 

^And dearer s^l^he madd'f^inf blisfl|» 

To sock the sweets of woman's kiss;-* ] 
These, these are oars-*sabstantiaI joys. ^ 

[Who wonld toiHor empty fame? ^'>C 

Starve his blood's heat lor a name? J 

For a ribbon ^ield his breath I 

"Wbei^ love has a loscious death. 
Of ecstacy on woman's breast. 
[ Let us drain the sparkling bowl, J .-^ 

Till our blood as warm shall roll! /3c 

Let as kiss the night away! 

When shall beam the sober day. 
Then may languid nature rttt. 



t 




< U" 


*^^ 


.- .tC •tfi'-'- 
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» What^ are thy wits still i^ eouDcil? Come, L will be the 

i^^*^'' I midwife to deliver thee of thy thoughts Thou wast still ^ 

i thinking on Grim. .. ' ' 

♦ • • • I 

1st Mask. 

I was bat no matter every thing has its time. The 

thief of to-day may be the hangman of to-morrow. 

2d Mask. 

There would be goodly promotion for you. One step 
more^ and we shall see you a judge upon the bench* ^^^ 

1st Mask. 
Like enough— .like enough ! And if I were^ the first act 
of my authority should be to clear the state barn of such rats 
as you are. 

2d Mask. 
A noble judge! — it shall be so— the distance is not so 
great; and if you can contrive to slip the gallows, the cap of _. 
execution will do very well for the cap of judgment. 

1st Mask. 
As for Grim, that villain to villany, that robber of robbery... 

[Henry stands in tlie front of them. 
Oh, the devil ! — are you there ! I was only joking, comrade. 
You know he that listens shall catch no good report of 
himself. /^^ 

Hbnrt, moving past them totvards the door. 
Hush! 



Hush .^wby what's the VMKtier? 

[Mime, JUepcmiB i^ thefortsif §md mahn iigiufa 
them to TtHre down the trap-door. Jtl€goe$miii. 

1st Mask, in an under tone. 
Obj I understand — there's some ooe near. 

[MiuiQ. Thejf.go down the trap-^door* 



SCENE n. 



A romantic glen. Solemn music. 



Enter Ellkn^ as ta execution, preceded and followed hy 

soldiers. 



Officer, / 

Halt ! for a moment st^ll those notes of death} ^ > 

And stand ye baek« 

('Tb Elusn) Your ear. If there is augbt. 
Which from its after-doing gives a hope 
To balm the present, speak it freely now; 
Tbe.service of my heart and hand is yours. 



.. -'^ 
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> 

EitBN^ bitterbf. 
Oh^ Sir^ my state b desolate. I have 
No friend, no kinsman to whose mbarning ear 
My words Were comfort. *! am as a plant 
In some lone desert, blossoming unseen, ^ ^^ /e 

And unregretted when its fragrance dies. 



Officer. 
Is there thep nothing which a friendly hand 



l^J^ 



Might act, or tongue might tell, to do you seryice^ ^ ^S^^ 

Ellen^ 

Nothing. 

Officbr. 
I would that it were otherwise ; , 
Or that my inclination were adjunct: 
To dearer duty.- As I am a man^ 
My heart bleeds for you. 

Ellbn. 

Not for me-^for me! 
Tliere is no pain in death, but when we lose . jur 

Some cherish'd good, as power, wealth, renown, ^v« ^^"f 
Or any of those thousand phantoms, which 'u ^ ^' 

Our nature still delights in — then indeed 
Death is an evil that the flesh will shrink from* 
But what is life to me, who have no hope, Vr A^ 

No fear, no joy? In losing life I lose ^ X 

No more than this — the privilege to breathe, ^'*/ / 
To gaze upon the sun; to wake by day, ^ 

And slumber through the night. On, soldier, on 
No hour can find me more prepar'd to -die. ^^ 
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SULjy EUen^ stay ! 

ElXBN. 

Was not that Henry's voice? 



A^ /,. 



:-■ K 



Hbkrt, rtishifig in. 
Fear mockM my hopes-,.but tbcRi again art mine. 
I see thee^ hold thee^ drink thy lip*s warm breathy 
And feel the living blood dance thro' my yeins« 

Elxjbn. 

Now^ now I taste the bitterness of deat^i ! 

HxNRir. . 
Talk not of death \ *Tis not for man to sever 
Those hearts which love has join'd. 

^ Away! away 
Oruel as thou art^ I can forgive thee stilU ^^ 

Hen&t. 

What means my love ! 

Ellbn* 
All was within so calm... 
My pulses beat so temperately slow> ' ' 

I should have yielded life iw a poor toy / ' '- x 

Not worth the holding: the soul then sliimbier'd, 
'And had no feeling for the pang, which was 
To rend it from the flesh that shrin'd it. 

* But thou ohy thoii hast wak'd nie into weakness.^ 

To die is terrible. 



What band shall dare .' s^o 

To strike at thy dear life wl&ite Henry breafthes> 
htii ha^ the faculties ef di<Hight aadaetioa ? 
Not one I by Heav'n not one I 

' • Owrieilit.- 

' T^e'tilnesctboa..^ 
A hmger paaae bring! pei^ to ttiyaelf> _:.. 
And not help^ you*. 



I I 



Then while my heart yet ht^ds^ 
And I can bieathe the wosd:_Farewel Farewel ! 



t . i 



:., ./ 



Hknkt*: 
No pow'f shall DiOTe thee hence ! • 

OrFiCE|t. 

This sfcust not le«^ ...^# 
I bare already trifled with delay^ j.i ^ 

Beyond the limit that the tnae will warrant* ' >< ^ 

But a short moment ! Thou; wilt not quite forget me ^ '.. ^ 

Will not at timea ihy recoUecliou wake^ ^ >c ' 

To think on Ellen ? Wil'tAot SQ^HcMry? ..: 

And thou wilt dew the ^aYC'^graas ifritll iby tearv^ : . V^^teO^^ 

Or else the.turf will wither 6'er mVi head. \ .;.!(/, . ^ 

And leave no vestige of thy £Uf n'k bemg* i . /: • > : . 

Ob, my brain burnsas if aliWng fini \ 

Pid circle in itis reins! Lead OD.^eadofa! ' „ . */^ 
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Hbnrt. 

<'^iic not the knell that tolls thee to thy grave 

Sounds death to me — on earth, or in the tomb. 
Thou art my fated bride. ^ 



"> 



Henry, 

Who strikes at her strikes me; and think me not 
So tame of soul, so spiritless, and dull. 



<r ■ 



* fo 



JSn/er Count Hbrmaii. 

Count. 

What is't I see ? 
Two years in absence wasted, is it thus . u . 

I meet my son, clipping in foul embrace 
The unwash'd hand of guilt? 

Hbnry. 

My life the pledge, 
Her soul is spotless as the vestal beam i 

That falls in summer midnights from the moon 
Upon the brooks of earth. 

£llbn. 

Oh ! ye just heavens ! 
What have I done, to know an hour like this? 

Count. 
Wake not a father's wrath I its fire will scath thee ; 
Blight thy youth's freshness, as the lightning drinks 

The verdure of the oak. On to the spot 

Where lawful vengeance hungers* for its victim. 



■''■*,. 
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Tkct I shooM yield my bosom to the koife .—._.. . ^0 

Therefore be warn'd st^od off..^be surely dies 

Who comes wUktn the circle of my swox4i 

fCouNT. ,^^ ^^ . ^ 

C^M by this boy ? Nay, jthen 'tis time to prove^ '^ ^c ^^''^ 
If in the chafings of thy rebel blood. 
Too hot for duty, thou wil't raise thy hand 
Id impious motion 'gainst a father's life. 

\He advances tcwavd^ Exleei • 

HSiNRY. 

Hold off! poll not a crime upon my head. 
Which but to think on makes my nature sicb> 

CoiTNT. 

Is the wild fever of thy blood so high, ^ , ^'^ ^^^ 

That thou wouldst rob that life which gi^ve thee life? 

Ellen. 
Forbear f forbear! not for the price of worlds! 

Not for an immortality of being . ^ /^, 

Upon this native earth, would I be held ' '--r ^ 

Th' incentive to this sin, whose thought alone 'j^ , ,^;v**' ^ ^ 

Almost mocks boundless mercy of forgiveness! ;'° i^ 

CovNT^ ^ ; "^ 

Pegen'rateboyI 

ElIiBn. j- 

Be this our last farewel !, 

What coldness numbs my limbs? Why throbs my heart? 
Why do I linger ?_»Lead on — Oh drag me hence ! .. ^^o 
My sex's frailty rbes in my breast. 
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Aod I could weep ! ..Away ! away ! away ! -« 

IShe is led of hf the eoUiers^The Comi emi 
Hbvrt remairu 

HsNET, wilh gloomy resolutUm. 
Then be it so 1...^ Grief in its worst extreme 

r X 

Has still this remedy of might, bat that '/;' 

[Oiir palates fear the bitter, wholesome drug«^ ^ cr 
rUtiyit.. ^ " ' 

Count. 
Look up, dear Henry ! look up ' 

When the storm rages in its utmost food. 
Experience notes the coming of the calm. 
The darkest night is followed by a dawn; . . , ^^^ 

The spring is seguent to the winter^s cold. i/^ "^^^^.^ 

Come on^^this way. 



X 



Henry. 
Ay this, or any way; 
For ev'ry path of life, whether its length ^ 

Be strew'd with flowers, or begirt with thorns^ 
Or brief, or long, still has its end, in death* 

[The Count gently forces Mm <^ 



> ' /*»>»i Y 
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A spacious lawn. Bi the back ^ound a scaffiM^ tvUhatt 
the usual preparations for executidn. Soldiers, peasants^ 
Bbbnstoff and Grim. 



1st SoiDiEa; to the Peasants. 
Staod baclc^you throng t6o closely on the scafibld. 

Bernstoff, to 6ribi< 
The order was most earnest for my presence. 



But why? whence sprung the will? what could it mean 

^^ My brother must attend/'.— He then suspects^ 

And in that dark suspicion lies iny grave. '..' ^ ^ 



Grim. 

The child of wajrward moments and caprice 

Not a jot more ^'tis not a theme for fear. 

Bernstof^. 
^ ! I do doubt it much. It seems as if 
Some warning spirit whisper'd in mine ear^ 
That blood will rise in judgment, giving tongues 
To nature's dumbness,|teaching the hoarse pie 
To screamjthe tale in accents understood. 
Compelling, even from the senseless stones. 
An evidence as truly-tongu^d as man's. 



^ 






if 



OfttM* 

■• ft 

This is tbe Jbase creatiM of jaar feair. 

The sieklf dream of childhood «^be a Mn.^ 

Tbejr come shrink uav9f and ^oa ace lost^beitattl 



jnke Conni enter s^ and teats himself on an tlev^iied flai^ 
fwrn^^Jtiun EllSn^ guari/ed as before* 

COtJNT. 

£nen, tliy sand of life Is almost out 

The last few^ grains are ebbing from the glass; 2ir 

And, ere yon doads that gather round the sail 

Shall^reak before his beams, the stroke will fall ' .^ jUt k 

That severs thee from earth: therefore bethink theCi— * y 

If aught remaio unsaid, which, being told. 

May gainsay judgment, ravd out its web. 

And bid thee li^. Speak now — ^^few be thy words 

As are thy hopes of life. 

• 

Ellen. 
What should I say? 

That I am guiltless? ^tis atready said 

That BemstoiF's is the crime that steals my life? ^^ 

That also has been, told ' 

Grim, a^ide to Bernstoff. - 

What ties thy tongue ■ t" ■ .,^ 

Speak! something — any thing patch up a face ^//^/; 

Of virtuous indignation, as her words 

Had touched the hiceness of thine honour. — Speak, 

Or be dumb for ever. 



/"^W. 






Si THE PBASAKT OF LUCBRN^ Acf^JIL 

BsENaiotF. 

^ I know not why 
Thy wanton malice levels at my name, . 
More than at any other.^but I swear 
By the bites t light that flames in yon blue air, ^^'^ ^^ 
And looks with searching eye upon our earth -^ 

Count. o^^^: 

No oaths ! no oaths ! theyVe wares for knaves to barter* u^ 

-~. — ■^ 

Doubt winks not at thee, nor points the hand 

With half-told whisper when thy name is breath'd**.^ 

Come to my heart. Were there such sin in thee^ 

Thus to be folded in a brother's love 

Were fiercer anguish than to know thy limbs 

Wrapp'd in the twinings of the eastern snake. 

Bjsrnstoff, aside. 
Moments of horror! that in your utterance gn^p . 
More time than thought can measure. ^ ^ 

Count, to Ellen. 

Now to thee. 
Thou saidst this was another^s crimc^Thy proofs -« 

Ellen. 
Proofs ! I have none : for [murder steals his way 
Upon so light a foot^ithe drifted snow er* 

Retains no print]to track him to his hiding. 

Count. 
Oh ! wretched trick of falsehood ! Know, rash girl. 
It were a second murder worse than that 
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Which dooms you to the grave^ could this lie slur 
The fiice of ionocecice. 

Ellen. 
I've spoken truth. . ^^ 

'V BfiftNSTOFF, aside to Gbibc* 

Why is this general gaze on me? my blood 
Is boiling to my face. 

Grim^ aside to hinu 

Hush! hush! becalm! 

. Count. 
I sin in judgment thus to lend my ears 
To th' lying tongue of guilt, which, of itself .. 
Grown sick, would monster others. Peace! nomore... 
To the scaffold. 

Ellbn. 
Spare me ! a moment, spare—, 
^ore age, with hourly anguish in his bones^ ] ^ 

Whose breath is pain, whose flesh is but a bed /^ 

For sorrowlmd disease, to fester in> 
IShat hath nor si^, taste, ear^ nor any sense^ 
But that of feeling for the griefs that rack it. 
Still shrinks in terror from the touch of death. 
But, thus to die i* the healthiness of youth.— 
^Tis horrible ! sense maddens at the thought. 

Count, aside. 
She shakes my inmost soul. 






> • 

My heart is sick ! 

£;<4'Piij fif JBbenitoff. 

I see it DOW remorse is on thy cheek! / 

Oh, speak ! coaf^us^ ^ne^tiw jft 9^^|i^Pg ftght^ ^ c^^**/# 

Gives consummatbA !to A (lef^ ^wbkb .4p<^# k^ 

No after penitence unties the doing. j 



I ) 



Thy grief gi#ff«;ftjwti0. 



yfovi^A it.F^/ere \ for then. 
In the hot fever <rf roy giddy Jpigin^ ^^., t' 

i might«.perJ\i^ps^ .forg€||t all ^ease pf woe; 
I might then wildly laugh, where now I weep^ 
But no I am not mad! I am not mad! 

.B;b9^n^tp?f* 
It imports riot me« 

The present shan}^ thpa pj^^ifit e§c;^pf j ; butj^ ol)l 
What hope can p^nBi9^^a$)lippJ^|:^e fUiie; .; 
When death shall call the^, to t^^^ighe,rthfooi;, , 
Where judgment spiqfik^frpmjy i^doip i^^fimte? 

Bernstoff^. iq^ pkfi jQount. 

Brother, is this just? Is't your will! s.tapd ,. . , . 
A butt for judg'd iniquity to vent 
Its malice on. 



• I » » ' 



■kr:,.'. 



^ 



sk.jn. 



THB TmXBMtmiSm h'BCMAJM. 



67 



Notsfii. /BaU) thyself ; 

The healer of thy honour's wounds^ and lead 
This frantic piece ofj£uiljtuta.4(»Mh»^be quick 



n 



J 



»**^'* //h0 



;-1 



I .. 



!'". 



He dares not' The^dtof fri(MB it» fixed isphoiiB / , 
Would Starr, and show tbd.d4ricfie8$ pf the Digltf 
Which witnessed to th^dc€|d»> . . ,. 



•• 



' • .' • 



' . 



.J. *i. 



Grim, ciside to Bkrnstoff. 
' You must be prompt •» 

Suspicion grows So9^ your infirmity. 

[Bbrnstopf ts^^es Euuwij^ ike orpK 

■ • • • 

It is a deed of hell ! forbeari forbear! 
By the dark recollection of that nighty 
When the storm howl'd, and suckM up with its breath 
His dying groans -_b)r bia blood.^1 coDJure ,tbee^ , 

Vbink on thy^odL'^ denr^^^fiU Xb^ burnipgorill ,..,.. 
That flamfs UfOfX \hi$ «Qt wjU light ^ Qre ; ^ 

Within thy heart, unj|iieHohaiiW- eleT'Oall 
My blood will cry to heav'n, like the first shed. 

With voice shall drown .the prayer #f penitence 

He will not yield. An orphan's c.iu'ses strike thee! 
Ye vampires of the grave, by conscience rais'd 
' In punishment of blood, fuUow biin ! blast him ! 

. IHe has Just dr€igged her to the foot of the scqffciit 
when afemU^J^urei veiled, appears on it. A 
pause. She raises hfitveH. Bkrnstokf starie 
back iin horror J and releases Ei^len. Shefalh 
into tfie arnafs of Hi&nry> who at this moment 
rushes in. 



//# 



(■ ^ 



^^i AV 



s8 ths pba8aot ov lucsrx • ^cf • 

Hbnrt« 
hook op ! look ap ! it is thy Heory calls. 



Bbenstoff. 

Horror on horror ! Hide thee in thy grave 1 ^ 

Can the unbodied dead again put on ^^^ 

Their mortal vtetment^ once shook ofF in deaths 

And be intelligent with second life? 

Speak ! thou art to sight Lucille! Oh speak, / 

Or my o'ersiretched frame will break* 



• 



GouNt. 

Secure Grim. 
flh Hbnby a$^ Ellbn.) , 

'Twas a hard trial but the wish to sift 

This brother's nature to the utmost, urg'd 

« 

What else had been a wantonness of torture. 

LUCILLB. 






Thy senses wake. I am indeed Lucille.^ 

No shadow from the grave. Dost know me yet ? , ^^ 

Thou thought'st me dead : for diy too quick belief 

Was but a servant to thy heart's desire* v • *^ 

BSRKSrOFP. 

Do I hear this, and will my heart not break? 

Lucille. 
What since has passed — how^ when my brother's love 
Mov'd him to seek on thee a just revenge^ 
In low disguise I followed to avert 
The purpose of his wrath, now needs no voice. 
But here I cliailenge thee with Cailsheim^s death*-. 



Se. 
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For doabt is fortified by circamstaoce; 
Fears for the past, hopes for the time to come^ 
Combin'd to set on thee the seal of goilt: 
And, with no other knowledge of the deed, 
I fling on thee the chaige of murder ..Speak. 



\ 



/LO 



Bbrnstotf. ' 

Air! air! I gasp for breath a weight like lead 

Sits heavy on my breast. Stand off! stand off! 
Life ! life ! I dare not die !.-.rip ope my vest— 
It will not let me breathe. Ellen ! Lucille! 

{They stand one on either Me of him* 
Let your lips speak forgiveness ..Quick ! oh quick ! 






LuciLLB and Eixsn. 



Ton are forgiven. 



COVNT. 

Unhappy brother! ^..^ 
Thy suffering duQibs the tongue that else would sound 
The penance of thy gui}t. 






/ 



BSRNSTOFF. 

J Now then I breathe. 

Hold me, or I die more tight oh ! my heart ! 

This, this is death the air grows thick-».Forgive... ^ .. 

Bbrnstoff /a2fe into Henry's airms. Oro^p of 
principal characters* Curtain falbm 
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SONGS, &c. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



MANY of tb«8e little poenifl have appeared in dilbrent periodical pttUica- 
^ons; butj at thej ara prelmblj still unknown to the reader, I thoogbt the 
insertion of thfm here would hardly be eonsidered out of place. 



\ 
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DUETTO. 

WrUtenfor a Friend, and inserted in a Comic Opera tu4 

yet acted^ 

WlLUAM. 

LOV£'s tender blossoms still withering perish^ 
When once be bas felt age, breathing chill; 

^is the warm breath of youth alone can cherish. 
And shield his bloom from the storms that kill. ^ 

Then fly where Love's genius points the way. 

And the night-star burns bright as the solar ray. 

Rosa. 

Youth, sweetly blooming, may in its spring nourish. 
And shield Love's stem from the storm and wind; 

StiH the blossoms' frail charms a brief hour flourish. 
And nothing is left but a thorn behind. 

Then fly not where Love smiling points the way. 

For the night-star is quench'd in the solar ray. 

William and Rosa together. 

William. 
Then fly where Love's genius points the way. 
And the night-star burns bright as the solar ray. 

Rosa. 
Then fly not where Love smiling points the way. 
For the night-star is quench'd in the solar ray. 
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. > 

DUET. 

Jnfroduc0d in the Opera of Artaxbrxbs. 

And suDg by Signer T. Royediw* and Mr, I^wolaib. 

Aataxbrx^. 

Fly this land,; while thou art sleeping^ i W^ 

Murder wakes with baleful smile; ^ ; 

Vengeance to thy death-couch creeping, 
Quafi& thy blood, and laugihs tlie while. 



Arbac£S» 
When the heart with grief is breaking;^ 

Sweet tlie voice of friendship flows 
As from night the day-star wakings 

£nds the weary seaman's woes* 

Artaxjsrxes. 

Swiftly fly the shades of night* 

Arbacss. 
Darkly beams the rising light. 

Artaxbrxbs. 

Speed to where the billows foaming. 
Roll beneath a colder sign; 

Yet in joy or hapless roan^ing. 

Think on him whoise heart is thine. 

Arbacbs. 
Yes, I speed where, vast and foaming. 

Rolls the ever restless brine ; 
Yet, in joy or hapless roaming. 

Still my heart, my heart, is thine. 



V -''-^^ 
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Written at Nighty in a Church Yard. 



Deepf and more deep^ night^s dark'ning shadows come; 

The moQp is up..— the thin wind keenly blows ; 

•• • • 

Still and more still, each moment^ is the hum 
Of nature sinking into calm repose. 

Be deeper yet, O night ![^thy dunnest shade 
Is dear to me, who hate the babbling dayj ^ 

When evil, in the shape of man array'd. 
Starts up from sleep to hold despotic sway. 

^^Thy beams, all searching sun, serve but to show 

Man as he really isX.a mass of ill. 
Born but to suffer and occasion woe ; 
Master of earth, and free without a wiU« 



tr^ 



i 






'^ 



w< 



cr vc 






Be deeper yet, O night! more keenly, wind. 
Breathe yet thy freshness o'er my burning head. 

No^ on the monuments of death reclin'd^. 

Let me hold commune with the peaceful dead» 

Here rest my f^t upoa this scuif^tur'd stofie^ 
Where greatness sleeps within the coffer'd ura: 

Lo ! this is all thy pride can ^ail thy Qwn^ 
And even this base poverty can spuria. 







I burst thy place of rest_and thine, poor fix>L! 

Above whose head the grave-grasa rankiy waves* 
Lo ! he who toil'd, and he who lived to rule. 

Are but the same, when death haa claim'd his slaves. 



/' - 



t^>' 



i 



I 

Yet CTcn here pride toils with res^^ess care, ^ i^ 

To stamp distinctions in the common earth ; 

Tlie' fangled sliffotid^ and scutcheon's silver glare^ t'j .»*" 

Deck the cold tenejonents of wealth and birth. 



h'-f- 



Bat all in vain ! Tlie shrouds of wealth decay^ 
The silver's brightness turns to charnel green^^ 

The coffin mouMers ; and its slimy way^ 
The grave-worm holds o'er wealth and power unseen; 

Yea, in those soclef s creeps, where life once beam'd C^n;:^!^ 

From eyes that awed the parasites pfpower J iJ^ 7*^ 

Or rests upon that skull, which once was deem'd 
^ Worthy of rule, the pageant of an hour* 

Now flatterer, whisper to the noble dead; 

Tell Jiim his power, his fame, shall never die: 
Come, bind your laurels round the victor's head ! ^^ ai-n^* 

Why bears he not ? Why fasjjions not repFy? ^ f 

This 18 the very hand a sceptre swayM, 

And this the bead that wore the sparkling crown. 

There are the very lips ye once obey'd. 

And this the front that awed ye with its frowjn. 

Tliis, too, this senseless heap of mould^ing bones. 

Was living onee, the gayest of the gay; 
Bright were its eyes, and sweet its warbled tones^ 

And subject lovers own'd its willing sway« 

Fancy th'e scenes of yesterday recall, 

Dress up this ruin in its mortal guise; 
The tapers blaze, and fairest in the ^lall, ».: ^- /<fv/ 






The bridal virgin stands before my eyes. 



tr 



.^ 



«r>t 




Vow^ now she moves before the mdintriti; crowd, 
With feign'd confusion blushing in her cheeks^ 
W^ile her whole soul is lustful, dark, and proud; 
^That tell-tale eye her heart's elose secret speaks, j ^ ,cr 

The mine's bright treasures glitter in her hair, 
The silks of Persia rustle in her train; ^ 

Title is her*s, and wealth, and face so fair. 
That sickening envy dares not speak his pattt« 

Still shines the gold that formed her virgin ^zooe. 
Still the pore diamonds burn as in the mine; 

But she, (who proudly thought for her alone 
The gold was pure, the gems were wont to shine). 



Now grins from flesfaless jaws, a gliastly smile, ^ <^ .^ 

Content with this poor tenement of day. l:'- ^. ^^ ,.-. 

Ye, whom the baubles of the world beguile^ 
Ponder on this.— brief insects of a day« 



\ 



I%e Night of Parting. 

It was the hour to fancy dear. 

When nature was rock'd in sleep. 

And the murmuring breeze fell soft on the ear. 
As lightly it fanned the deep. 



The mellow gleam from the star of night, d 

Palely smil'd on the sleeping scene; 
Not a vapour roU'd o'er the living light. 

Or darkened the waters green. 






V 



7« a«Qi> *«. -.y 

It would have Mem'd to Faoof's eye, \ ^ 

That Nature herself were ideady 
But that at times the owlet's ery. 

Startled Sikiioe.ffoia her bed; . 

But that the tdllows, tmwed by tkebreezc^ . 

Gurj;led o*er the pebWy- strand ; . ^"^ 

But that the foliage torn from the treesy 

Was scattering 00 the sand* 

Twas then with £Ha I trod the shore. 

To miugle our ciutnal tears; 
To weep the past, the future deplore^ 

And .soothe o^r Buitual fears. 

That hour's remeinbraDce is dear to me> • 

As the sun to the seaman's eye. 
Who rides at last on a motionless sea. 

And looks on a cloudless sky. 

In silence we stood; I press'd her hand. 

As we gaz'd on the spaA^g fide ; 
And higher the waters dash'd on the sand, v^^-C 

And hoarsely the night-bicd cried. t*' 

But to my eye the waters were still, 

I saw not their billowy rise; 
Hush*d to my ear was that soond so shrill, 

I heard not the night-bird's cries. 

Or if heard or seen, I heeded them not^ 

My soul was on her and love ; 
And ne'er shall that jnoment of woe be forgot, ^ ^VJL 

Till this pulse shall cease to moye. \> -J^ 
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Oh yes! full many an hour Vve had. 

Which may well be calFd of bKss; 
But yet this dajk hour, so sweetly sad! tr 

No hour is like to this. 

*Tis true we wept, for the coming day 

Would sever our hearts for ever. 
But sweet fell those tears, as the dews of Miqfl 

Can smiles be like them?— .never! 

For the tears that I saw in my Blhi*-s eyes. 

Proved her heart beat true to mine; 
And the sighs in kisses breath'd to my sighs. 

Were to ne a joy olivine. - 

O ne'er shall I feel such an hour of bliss. 

Though that bliss were ting'd with woe; 
No transport like that, that anguished kiss. 

Shall ever the future know* 



ToNtgbi. j^.M- 

jBe mine the silent hour of night, 

When Fancy's wildest! visions rise, 
Andffairies, by the moon*^ cpld light^ a 

Dance on the turf till ipidnight fltes.^ 
When in each murmur of the breeze^ 
That sighs amidst the waving trees. 
Or in the shadow's varying form. 
The feeling mind, with fancy warm, 
Paints to itself with fervid glow. 
Such charms as truth can never show. 
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Let others greet the beams of day^ 

The busy worldj die life of care; 
More dear to me^ th^ niOoa's pale ray. 

The keenness of the. midnight air» 

In this calm hour what feelings rise ! <^ ^ 

What forms of shadow meet my eyes ! I ^' '^^* 'J 

On yonder rock, with moss o'crgrown, ^ 

And by the moon but faintly shown, 

I see a form of hideous mould, 

Whose hands the sleeping thunder hold } 

But see ! [the racking clouds divide ; cr>^ 

The moon-beams show the mountain's side: 

Straight files the shape, by Fancy drawn. 

As shadows melt in morning dawn. 

And hark ! What tones invade n^y ears ? 

Is it the music of the spheres, . 

As on they wheel in ni^ly round, 6 ' f '"' ' 

With sweet, yet still unvaried sound ? 

Or does some angel linger near. 

Who breathes, in accents soft and clear. 

To some departing spirit peace. 

And bids the final death-pang cease ? 



Still let me be sweet Fancy's child. 
And keenly feel her magic pow'r! 

Still let me love these visions wild. 
Dear visions of the midnight hour! 



'3 ■> 



^ 
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Oh fearful is tlib load of Hf«! 
But ah^ more dread that hour of strife^ 
Whea the soul struggling wiorgs her ffight> 
And the last beams of fitiliog Ught^ 
Flash darkly on the bursting ejre. 
And Nature feels her powers die. 
Then wherefore was existence giveti^ 
Since the heart still with sorrow^s riveii. 
And but half sooth'd by hopes of heaten| 
Though sick of life is bound by fear^ 
And dares not leave its dwelling here : 
Since life and death bring equal pain^ 
Why was man foniiM to drag the chain ? 
Another life^ if such there be^ 
Alone can solve the mystery. 



Eliza. 

In flower of youths and beauty's pride^ 
Yet changing as the changing tide^ ' 
Whose ebbing waiters but retire^ 
To beat upon the beech -sand higher; 
With voice that might with music ifie^ 
Whose every note is melody; 
With cheeks on which the lily whitej 
And gently blushing rose unite; 
With raven hair^ and eye of fire^ 
Might warm the holiest desire; 
With mind that^ as her body ftoo 
Has but one failing ling'rii^ there; 
One single failing left^ to prove 
She's love^ but not immortal love. • 



\ 



\ 
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2%e Htmier's Sang. 

(ytt mouniaiQ bridges^ high in air^ 

That scarce the chamois' weight can bear. 

The hunter treads his diizy way^ 

And fearless strikes his bounding prey^ 

Or o*er the ice-hills, clad with snow. 

Where the sun -beams still coldly play. 

E'en in the summer's mid-day glow; 

Where the cold snow-drop never grew, ' (f^yC 

Nor e'en the hardy hawthorn blew. r- y: 

And oft he sits upon the mountain's brow. 

Where the daiic clouds sail, "^ "^ ^ ' *^ 

^Midst storms of mingled hail and snow. 

Hiding the busy scenes below. 

His humble cot, his native vale. 



Song of Laazaroni. 

Ute wind was hush'd, the rising tide ^ / 

Scarce seemed in languid course to glide, 

A child upon the shore asleep. 

Felt not the waters round him creep. 

Felt not the current's gentle rise. 

A voice celestial sounded near. 

And seemed to whisper in his ear^ 

Like to the soft-ton'd flute, r %: 

Or warbling lute, 

Or angel's voice in Paradise. 

And when at length the boy awoke. 

Around his breast the water's broke. 

A voice was heard from out the deep; 

^^ Dear boy, thou'rt mine," it cried, 

^' I charm my youthful prey to sleep, 

I plunge him in the watery tide." 
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ShephmTs Seng, 

Farewel to the woods, and the moss^cover'd foantainsy 
Farewel to the meads at d the ever-green mouatains; 

The sammer is flying. 
The green leaves are djriDg. 

We soon shall retnrn, ye dear native bowers. 

When the cuckoo is calling, the nightingales sing, 
When the meadows again are cover'd with flow'rs^ 
And snow-drops proclaim the arrival of spring. 
The sammer is flying, 
The^reen leaves are dyings 



.» 



LatUfs* Song. 

m 

Ladies shun love's flattering wiles, 

Lest they lead you to your ruin ; 
Danger still is hid in smiles. 

Men but woo for your undoing. 
Ladies to yourselves be true. 

Flight alone can love subdue. 

Better 'tis your lover pine. 

And his lips grow wan with grief. 
Than the blush of shame stain thine, 

By fondly giving him relief. xi 

Ladies to yourselves be .true. 

Flight alone can love subdue* 
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Line$ to the memory of Mrt^ Lofoegrovo^ 

Though for the dead omr teais mast fruitleu flow^ 

And vain is all the pageantry of woe; f '!^'*'**^ 

Though reason bids us weave no idle lajm 

For those who, cold in death, moek humim praise; i* Q^ 

Yet! on the past, fond memory loves to dwell, 3 ' ^ 

And bids the breast with constant sorrow swell. 

Time, time alone, has power to impart 

A balm for woe, and ease the bursting heart. 



C-aT> 



No thoughts with warm fancy, with genius bright^ 
Cast their gay colours o'er my mental sight; 
iln sluggish strains the mournful cadence steals,^ 
And all the anguish of the heart reveals. 
The fairy visions of the poet's mind 
Melt into air, and leave no trace behind. 
All, all, is dark, as when night's twilight flings 
Her gloomy shades, and sails on noiseless wings. 



Julia, farewel ; thy beauties fade away. 
Like the last sun-beams of the parting day; 
Yet still thy charms shall glow to memory's eys^ 
And recollection wake the frequent sigh. 
Though cold the lips that breath'd the poet line^ 
That once were tun'd to harmony divine; 
Yet still thy voice shall sound to fancy's ear. 
And thy lov'd thought awake the pensive tear. 
Though cold the hand that once, with matchless skill. 
Drew forth each passion of the heart at will. 
While from thy harp the varying accents rose. 
Which swell the soul to joy, cu: melt it into woes. 
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Yet still affection shall recall each strain. 
And fill the breast with lore and mingled pain. 

Julia, farewell— Fare wel sweet tran|ic»t flower, ^ K 

Brief, brief indeed, has be«n thy beauty's hour^ 

Two short revolving years have seen thee bloom. 

Wife, mother, friend, and .-^ led thee to the tomb. 

Farewell Farewell grief checks the momnful tbemeji 

And all is dark and troubled a^ a dream ; cry^ 

The smiling bride, the happy mother, rise. 

And float as visions o'er my grief-dimm'd eyes. 

But death and sorrow mingle in the scene. 

Like evening shadows, flitting o'er the green. 

While from my heart, yet, yet, the strain can swell. 

Again I breathe a last, a sad fareweL 



The JbevU'^ Travels tm Earth. 

Is is not long since, as the old women tell. 
That Beel^bub, tir'd of living in hell, 

Took a fancy to visit mankind. 
Betimes from a warm bed of sulphur he rose, 
Comb'd his tail, rubb'd his horns, and brush'd up hm clotheSi^ 

And mounted the baek of the ;wind« 

Arriv'd at the end of his journey with speed, 

^* Set me down now," he cried to his hard-trotting steed, 

** Till night I shall want you no more;" 
So old Nick was set down by a chapel of ease. 
Where Methodists wash off tlieir sins when they pleasej^ 

Just as maids wash with water the floor* 



Ntck was bnt in good time, for prayers just began.^ 
Tbe priest was a high-^cheekM^ tall, raw-boned^ lank msm^ 

With an eye like a pig in a rage; 
His face was thin^ sallow^ a half-dirty white. 
And his neckcloth was tied demarely and tight; ' 

And below sat the clerk for a page. 



^ You're all damn'd," he cried^ in a terrible tone, 
^ The devil has roark'd you, and must have his ownJ 

Quoth old Nick, '' 'tis all I require; 
By myself now, I swear, the man^s very weU, 
And when he will pay me a visit in bell. 

He shall have a snug place by the fire. 
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So oiTset the Devil in very^high glee, c ''*-'^.4 

And tlie next sight his devilship happened to see 

Was the lawyers in We$tminster-hall. 
Quoth he to himself, when he heard them awhile. 
And put on (for the Devil) a very sweet smile, v^'^'^^l/ 

^^ Our regions below are too small; 
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And as these folks are mine, I very much fear. 

They are so used to quibble and cheat others here, \\ ' \ 

They may breed some disturbance below. 
Some task without end must be thought of, and — hold«i» 
They shall each_pne count jpver the lies he has told, /^ f 

That will keep them from mischief I know. 
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He continued his journey, and still where he went. 
He had reason to be with all things content. 

Till he saw the academy dine : 
In anger he screamed, as he gazed on the scene, 
<^ You pitiful dogs ! you're so damnably mean, 

I shall blush when I own you for mine/' 
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* Off Beelxebttb flew ia a temUe rage, ^ . 

And oerer once stopped, though he passed by tke stagei 

But furiously strode through the town* 
Tet soon his good luimour returned, for he found, ic 

That nine out of ten of all those around * 

He might call, with safe conscience, his ow9« 



He stUBQibled <»n Newgate, end saw, with surprise, 
The bars, and the bolts, and the chainii, of huige aize; 

And he cried, with an amiable leer, 
^^ This beats all the prisons for devils in. hell; 
I'll just make a sketch, for I s^e very well. 

One may learn from the architects here/' 
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So forth from his breeches of velvet he took 
His pencil, and rubber, and little sketch-book, 

(It was nine feet by five and a half); 
The leaves were' all made of an alderman's skin. 
The huge clasps were feshioned of double block tin. 

And the volume was bound up in caif« 

His tail, when curl'd up, formed an excellent seat. 
And a table was made of his griffin-hoofed feet. 

And he look'd so important and wise. 
That, bating the tail, you might safely declare, 
An architect really was sitting down there. 

With horns, and a large pair of eyes. 

In the micTst of his 'work he was rous'd by a din. 
That burst on his ear from the dungeons within, 

Aqd, curious' as old Eve of yore. 
He popp'd in his head, and saw in a cell 
That he own'd quite surpassed all the prisons of hell| 

A man who was chained to the floor. 
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Putting ou his best smli^ and makiog i how, ,<^ < '^ 
He wept up to the main and aaUlj ^' Sir^ pray boir 

Have you got into this ugly place ?^' 
^^ By saying that black eouM never be wbite^ 
That darkness was different^ in toto from llgbt^ 

And tliat uglinesis never was gitice/^ 

<^ Tis strange/* qoothOIdNickj ^ -lis true/' quotb the ymlh^ 
*^ Tis the fashion to call any rough ankward truth 

A libel..^and then you mast know".^ 
*^ Sir, f ay say no more; I understand all^ >e/^^A,, 

And wb^n these good folks on CHd Beelzebob call^ . ' ^ "^ 

They will find a snug corner below/* 
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Next he came where the citizens sat at a feast. ^av / . 

And his devilship^s pleasm'e was tenfold inci eased f"^ >C 

When he saw the fat aldermen dine} 
With orthodox zeal they gobbled each dish^ 
Calapasb, calapee, fowls, venison, and fish. 

And gargled their throats with port wioe^ 

In vain wept the widow before the great gate. 
With her hunger-^pinched children in desolate StatCj 

For eating makes deaf peopte^s eats? 
While'theDevil )ook*d on with a terrible giinj pi^' .. ^"^ 
Far hardness of Iieart is his first darlitig sin,*] f X 

And he hates from his soul pity's tears* 
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